‘Summit County — 
per lace came 
back, with other 
Ss ... The long 
1 whistle of 
ands of passenger 


years. — 


trains, freight trains, troop 
trains, all gone. 

Eyes misted Wednesday as 
another landmark went. 
Gone is the historic Union 
Pacific Railroad depot, built 


about 1911 and the center of 


the town’s life for many 


wy. 


The depot was hoisted atop 
a moving rig and hauled over 
1-80 to Coalville, about five 
miles south where it will 
serve as the Senior Citizens 
Center. It was purchased 
with federal Bicentennial 
funds last February for $7,000 
when it was closed here, no 
longer needed. 

Built at a cost of $3,587 by 
Union Pacific construction 
crews, the depot at first 
housed the local agent and his 
family, as well as the long 
passenger waiting room, fur- 
nished with wooden benches 
along two sides. The sturdy 
frame building, 24 feet wide, 
78 feet long, housed the tele- 
graph operation in this area, 
as well as hanging boards 
announcing arrival and de- 

times of trains, a 
pot-bellied coal stove, ticket 
counter, the desk of the local 


agent, record cabinets, and a- 
' safe. 


The first train went 
through Echo Jan. 6, 1869. 
The railroad attracted dedi- 
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cated people, specialized in 
their work. It became a way 
of life. 

A branch line was built 
from Echo to Park City’s rich 
mines in 1880, and coal 
chutes, water tank and an 
engine house were built to 


-supply the train’s needs. In 


1800 the single engine house 
was torn down because en- 
gines were being made larger 


Hise too, with the Echo railroad depot. 


and no “helper” engines 
were needed. Most people 
traveled by train, not autos, 
and ‘there was glamour and 
romance lingering about the 
depot. 

Dignity and pride went 
with railroading. Workers 
congregated after hours just 
to talk, swap stories, play 
checkers and watch the 
trains come and go. 


anc Imark chugs out of town, an E Echo of Utah's past 


History was made. One 
memorable day came in 1931, 
President Herbert Hoover | 
stood bare-headed on the rear 
platform of the train as 
hundreds of local citizens, | 


less than enthusiastic, caught — 


in a national depression, — 
glared sullenly. 

Gone are the echoes of 
yesterday: buffalo hoofs as 
the beasts moved between 
the high towering cliffs of the 
canyon, the Indian raiding 
parties, the Mormon) 
de the ill-fated Don-- 
ner-Reed party, the Pony 
Express, the first telegraph | 
and telephone lines and the 
first highway construcHony | 
workers. 

Gone are the elaboratel 
plans for a great rail termi- 
nal in Echo City. Gone are. 
Echo Hotel, the ball park, 
picnic groves, the farms, the 
dance halls, the churches, the 
schools. Gone are the hun- 
dreds of starving ragged, 
frustrated old and young men | 
who rode the rails during the 


depression years. 
Gone is Ike Kow, Japanese 
gentleman and railroad 
sprker, a resident here for 


many years. He could not live 


